the other John!" But she too had to appear at the
daily prayers, with two funeral hymns, that preceded
breakfast, she had to be present at the weekly Bible
meeting and to get a pass to be out after ten at night.
It was only half a dozen of the weaker of us who let
ourselves be dragged on Sunday morning to a Baptist
chapel round the corner, where a drab religion was
preached in a succession of nasal voices. We tried to
hide our yawns as there poured on us from the pulpit
a flood of imposing statistics about the number of
heathen who had been converted last year, or were
yearning to embrace the same boredom which we
suffered. "Christianity," the drone went on, "is bring-
ing the light of God's love even to darkest Africa."
Love: it was a love that was as drained of warmth as the
hostel itself, a love that was a frown and a threat if the
loVe of men was a leer and a clutch.
After I left Cousin Sylvia's shop, the Browns
decided that something serious must be done about my
future. "There's only one thing for you, child," Mrs.
Brown pronounced, after a Saturday evening charade.
"We must get you on the stage. It's all a matter of
influence. My husband knows several writers. Well
soon get things fixed up. You can't go on drifting
like this." So I was fitted out with a large wardrobe
of second-hand clothes, and amateurish efforts were
made to procure me a trial. It was the first of the
Brown's plans for me which had aroused my enthusiasm,
and I was quite prepared to wait. But week-end after
week-end passed, and the replies Mr. Brown received
were all apologies that things were rather tight at the
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